








Whale on the Beach 


Here is a statement that isn’t true. 
Can you spot the mistakes? 

“Our good, upstanding Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist young people should not be given 
permission to go to questionable places of 
amusement, because if they go there they 
will become spiritually sick.” 

Can’t you see anything wrong with that? 
Then listen. When I tell you about the boy 
and the whale you’ll know what I mean. 

The whale landed on a beach near New 
York City on May 13. Several adults saw it 
and called the police. Perhaps they thought 
the police would give it a parking ticket. 
It took a boy to come up with the right idea. 
When he saw the whale he phoned the zoo. 

The men at the zoo were delighted. They 
hadn’t had a live whale since 1897, and 
here was one on the beach only a mile away. 
All the workers who could be spared 
jumped into cars and dashed to the sea. 

They hoped to bring the whale home. But 
how do you move a 1,200-pound whale? 
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At last someone got a huge tarpaulin. 
The men rolled the whale onto it, then, pull- 
ing on the tarp, they dragged the whale 
onto a sled and hauled it behind a tractor 
to the zoo. 

They put it in a large pool and watched. 
The whale bumped into the side of the pool 
two or three times, then got the hang of 
things and swam in circles. 

You know as well as I do that a beach is 
no place for a whale. After the excitement 
had died down, one of the zoomen asked 
another, “Why did the whale swim onto 
the beach? Didn’t it know it would die 
there?” 

“Perhaps it was sick,” the other man re- 
plied. But the whale didn’t look sick. 

The men offered it food; the whale ig- 
nored everything. So they drained water out 
of the pool and went in and forced squid 
far back into the whale’s throat. At last the 
whale swallowed. 

But after a month it died, and veteri- 
narians cut it open. Inside, they got the 
answer to their question. The whale had 
been sick for a long time before it came 
onto the beach. 

Now, do you see what is wrong with that 
first statement? Healthy whales don’t go 
up onto beaches, only sick ones do. 

And “fine, upstanding Adventist young 
people” don’t go to questionable places of 
amusement. It is perfectly all right to give 
them permission, because they won’t go. 

Only young people who are already sick 
go to places like that. They don’t get sick 
while they are there. They are sick before 
they go. 

Do you find yourself swimming closer 
and closer to questionable places? Do you 
ignore such spiritual food as the Sabbath 
school lesson and the Morning Watch? Do 
you go to church feeling that mother and 
dad are forcing religion down your throat? 

If so, you are spiritually sick. 

But there is a remedy. Jesus is the Great 
Physician. He specializes in cases like yours. 
“IT will heal their backsliding,” He says, and 
He will make you well if you let Him. 


Your friend, 


Rona 


Ulearrel 



















NSIDE the kitchen all was excitement. 

There was a smell of good things baking, 
and Miss Betsy was singing happily. 

She smiled as Winston and Dan ran 
through the open door. “It’s a top-pole day!” 
Dan called. “We are going for a bicycle ride 
and then for a splash in the pool.” 

“I declare!” answered Miss Betsy. “Here, 
Master Winston, is a gooseberry tart for 
you and another for you, Master Dan.” 

The boys accepted the tarts eagerly. 
“Thanks!” they exclaimed. 

“Be careful and don’t go into the water 
too soon after you eat,” Miss Betsy cautioned 


Alexander Fleming, the gardener’s son, and Winston Churchill, whose life Alexander saved twice. 


SELDOM 


By ENID SPARKS 


them. “And be sure to cool off, too.” 

Winston grinned. “Don’t worry, Miss 
Betsy. There’s not a boy in all England who 
doesn’t know that.” 

Miss Betsy didn’t smile. “I know you 
know it, but just be certain you remember 
it,” she ordered. 

The two boys left the kitchen, talking as 
only happy boys can talk. Soon they were 
pedaling up and down the flower-bordered 
lanes in the spacious garden. 

When they were tired of riding their 
bicycles, they parked them in the shade by 

To page 19 








Victims of airplane crashes are 


not eaten in Nupu’s village any more. 


No More Passengers 


on the Menu 


By GOLDIE DOWN 


UPU, the warrior, froze in his tracks. His 
keen ears had caught an unusual sound. 
Above the tangle of trees and vines in the 
nearby jungle he saw a tiny black speck 
silhouetted for an instant against a fleecy 
white cloud. Then it disappeared, but he 
could still hear the noise. Roka had heard it 
too, and he joined Nupu in gazing into the 
blue sky. 

Lupu and Goro and Kami slipped like 
black shadows from their grass huts, their 
necks stretched upward as their anxious eyes 
tried to locate the source of the sound their 
keen ears had caught. 

“It sounds like the angry swarmings when 
I poke my spear into the wild bees’ nest,” 
grunted Roka. 

“Whoever heard of bees so high in the 
air?” scoffed Nupu, and spat contemptu- 
ously at Roka’s suggestion. “Besides, it is 
the noise of one, not many. I saw it myself 
in that cloud a moment ago.” He tilted his 
unkempt woolly head in the direction of the 
feathery cloud now changing shape in the 
azure sky. 

These wild natives of the Papuan high- 
lands stared unblinkingly upward, every 
sense alert, as the droning of the plane grew 
louder. Presently the plane came into sight 
again, and despite themselves the warriors 
shivered. Ambush and death, bloodshed and 
murder were commonplace to them. They 


lived with the constant danger of attack 
from neighboring tribes. The men were al- 
ways armed and alert while the women cul- 
tivated the gardens. They were not strangers 
to fear, but this unknown bird with the un- 
heard-of call was something different. The 
dread of the supernatural seized them, and 
they stared wide-eyed at the spot in the 
heavens that disappeared before their gaze. 

The women heard the roar now, and with 
shrieks of terror they dropped their digging 
sticks, snatched up their children, and fled 
from the gardens into their huts. 

“I have heard tell,” Goro spoke through 
clenched teeth, “I have heard tell of these 
birds of such tremendous size that they can 
carry watriors upon their wings.” 

The others shook their heads in wonder. 
How were these poor, ignorant savages to 
know that the huge bird that had frightened 
them was a Royal Australian Air Force 
plane? that Japan had attempted to invade 
New Guinea and Australia? and that these 
nations were at war with one another in 
combat more deadly than any uncivilized 
native had ever dreamed of? 

Nupu and Roka, Lupu and Goro and 
Kami were to hear and see these strange 
birds many more times in the months that 
followed. Unbelievable tales _ filtered 
through from the seacoast and penetrated 
their jungle fastness. Tales of talking sticks 
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“It is the color of bleached bones,” said Goro. “Truly, it is a being not of this world.” 


that spat fire and death. Tales of tremendous 
metal birds that drank vast quantities of 
liquid through hollow tubes. Tales of queer, 
roaring creatures with revolving legs that 
crashed through the jungle, uprooting trees 
and vines and digging up the earth with 
their toes. The villagers listened to these 
tales in awed amazement, and though Nupu 
still spat contemptuously and expressed his 
scorn for the idle gossippers who spread 
such lies, he too felt uneasy when the great 
birds hummed past in the distant sky. 

Then one day a great bird was seen that 
did not disappear into the blue. It came 
nearer and nearer until its drone became a 
deafening roar that sent the women and 
children shrieking into the jungle. Even the 
warriors blanched under their dirty skins 

d grasped their weapons more tightly, 

eir hypnotized gaze fixed on the oncom- 
ing plane. 

The plane was an army transport carrying 
native and white passengers. It had been 
badly damaged by enemy fire and was vainly 
searching for a place to land. It swept 
around and around in wide circles, losing 
altitude with every turn, until at last with 
an ear-splitting crash it hit the treetops and 
shattered to pieces. To page 18 





Two New Guinea villages, one still heathen and the 
other showing the change that Christianity makes. 
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Candle for California 


By VIRGIL ROBINSON 


Chapter 2 


IF YOU MISSED THE FIRST CHAPTER: 


Everybody’s eaten Kellogg's Corn Flakes. Mr. Kel- 
logg, who invented the corn flakes, had_ several 
brothers, some of whom were Seventh-day Adventists. 
One of them, Merritt, took his wife and children by 
wagon to California in 1859. The first chapter told of 
their experiences on the way. This week's chapter starts 
a few days after they arrived in San Francisco. 


| pew Kelloggs had been traveling so long 
that Mrs. Kellogg was most eager to 
get into a decent house to live as soon as 
they arrived in San Francisco. 

“Merritt, I do hope you can find a house 
for us today,” she said to her husband one 
morning as she set out the breakfast. “We 
have been pilgrims and sojourners for more 
than six months, and I must have a place 
where we can settle down.” 

“Yes, dear,” her husband replied meekly. 
“I plan to look around this morning and 
see what I can find. I hardly know, how- 
ever, which is more important, a house or 
a job. Do you realize how little money we 
have left?” He smiled as he showed her 
his open hand. On it lay one silver dollar. 

“Nevertheless,” said Mrs. Kellogg, “the 
house must come first! It won’t be long 
before winter is here, and I have heard 
that it can be very cold and wet in San 
Francisco.” 

“As I said,” Merritt answered, “I will do 
my best. But this is a fast-growing city, 
and houses may be scarce.” 

After worship and breakfast, Mr. Kel- 
logg put on his hat and started out, walking 
up one street and down another. Soon he 
found a house with a For Rent sign hang- 
ing in the window. The owner was cour- 
teous, but firm on his price. The rent seemed 
very high to Mr. Kellogg, but he had heard 
before leaving the East that living expenses 
were higher in the West. 


6 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


“I have just arrived from the East,” he 
stated, “and I cannot give you any rent in 
advance. But I feel confident that I shall 
find work soon, and then I can pay you in 
full.” 

“What is your line of work?” 

“I am a carpenter, but I can do almost 
anything.” 

“Well, there is plenty of carpentry work 
to be done here.” The man sat thinking for 
a few moments. “I'll risk it,’ he said, and 
drew out a paper on which he wrote the 
terms for the house. 

Before lunch, Kellogg was back telling 
his wife the good news. A wagon was hired, 
and soon the Kelloggs were moving once 
more. They came to the house. It wasn't 
much to look at, and Merritt could see 
that he would be using his tools on the 
house, but at least they had a roof over 
their heads. 

Father, mother, and the children made a 
number of trips, carrying their few pos- 
sessions from wagon to house. A stranger 
passing by stopped to watch for a few mo- 
ments. As he saw Merritt swing a heavy 
chest to the ground, he stepped forward. 

“Is that a tool chest?” he inquired. 

“Ya 

“Are you a carpenter?” 

“Yes. That is my trade.” 

“Would you take charge of a job I have 
on hand and erect some buildings?” 

“There is nothing I would like to do 
better,” Kellogg replied. 

“Very well then, you can start tomorrow. 
I will give you ten dollars a day to work 
for me.” 

“There is just one thing I must men- 
tion.” Kellogg was speaking in a low tone. 














“I will not be able to work on Saturdays.” 
“You mean on Sundays, don’t you?” 
“No, I mean Saturday, the day before 

Sunday.” 

“Are you a Jew?” 

“No, I am a Christian, but I keep the 
seventh day of the week holy.” 

“Does that mean you will work on Sun- 
days?” 

“Yes, if you have no objections.” 

“I certainly have no objections. You can 
work seven days a week if you like, just so 
you get my buildings up.” 

Thus the way was opened for Merritt 
Kellogg to begin his work, and for several 
years he was kept busy doing carpentry 
work in San Francisco. 

In his work of erecting houses, Kellogg 
frequently used a wagon to haul lumber 
from the wharf to the building sites. In 
this way he became well acquainted with a 
number of the men who took care of the 
loading and unloading of the timber. One 
day he got into conversation with Mr. St. 
John, one of the checkers. 

“How long have you been in California, 
St. John?” Kellogg asked casually. 

“A little more than ten years. I came 
out in the gold rush of ‘49. Never had 





enough money since to get back to the 
States.” 

“Didn't you have any luck with your 
mining?” 

“Luck! I should say I did have luck! I 
picked up some beautiful nuggets. 1 was 
worth a hundred thousand dollars once!” 
He grinned as he glanced at his well- 
patched overalls. “Of course, you wouldn't 
ever guess that now.” 

“What happened? 
from you?” 

“No, just my own stupidity. I invested 
the money in another mine where they told 
me I would double it, and instead I lost 
everything. A silly way to throw away your 
hard-earned money, but that’s what I did.” 

Kellogg liked this man. He seemed so 
honest and sincere. He brought up another 
question he had been waiting to ask ever 
since he first met him. 

“By the way, what church do you belong 
to?” 

“I don’t belong to any church now. I 
used to be a Millerite back East, but there 
aren't any Adventist churches around San 
Francisco.” 

Mr. Kellogg thrilled at the man’s words. 

“Why, I am an Adventist myself. My 


Somebody stole it 


JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 


“| was worth a hundred thousand dollars once,’ the man in overalls told Mr. Merritt Kellogg. 


OCTOBER 19, 1960 / 7 














Po ol 


FCF? MSF L. SS | 


. 4+ BAKING POTATOES 
ellie Tel Se 
2. WASH CLEAN 


3. STICK WITH FORK 
TO LET STEAM OUT 


4. PUT ON OVEN RACK 


s. BAKE AT425°F 
FOR 1 HR. 


a 








father looked for Christ to come in 1844, 
and so we all did. You went through that 
disappointment too! Did you ever find out 
why He didn’t come?” 

“No, I just figured somebody made a mis- 
take. I still believe the Bible teaches that 
Christ will return to this earth again. Do 
you know of anything in the Bible that 
helps explain why He didn’t come when we 
expected Him?” 

“I surely do, St. John,” Kellogg replied, 
reaching out his hand warmly to his Ad- 
ventist brother. “Come over to my house 
this evening and I'll show you.” 

Kellogg picked up a shingle lying on 
the wharf and wrote his address. 

“Here,” he said, handing it to St. John. 
“We will be looking for you.” 

St. John came that night. He also came 
the following night, and the next and the 
next. It wasn’t long before Kellogg was ex- 
plaining to him why he kept the seventh 
day of the week as his Sabbath. St. John 
believed it all, and soon he and his family 
were keeping the Sabbath. 
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By 1861, when Kellogg had been two 
years in San Francisco, he saw thousands of 
people pouring into the city and scattering 
out all over the State. His heart was deeply 
moved. He longed to tell them of the 
truth he loved. He talked the matter over 
with Mr. St. John. 

“Let’s see if we can locate a room some- 
where and hold a series of meetings.” 

“Why not try the courthouse?” St. John 
replied. “It has several empty rooms that 
aren't being used.” 

Kellogg talked to the men on the city 
council, and they gave him permission. 








For several months he held weekly meetin 


for anyone interested in Bible truth. Whe 
he was told that he couldn’t have the room 
any longer, he rented a hall for six weeks, 
and the meetings continued. One by one 
the listeners decided to keep the Sabbath, 
until the little company numbered fourteen. 
They weren’t baptized, for there was no 
Adventist minister in all California. For 
two years they met, Sabbath by Sabbath. 

To page 16 























How Billy discovered that father’s razor 


was not to be used for repairing shoes. 


Shoes Repaired! 


By W. L. BARCLAY 


Buy had worn holes through the sole of 
both his shoes. As he sat on the floor in 
front of the fire doing his homework, 
mother noticed them. 

“Billy, look at your shoes!” she exclaimed. 
“You must not wear them again until they 
have been repaired.” 

“What shoes will I wear then?” Billy 
asked. 

“You'll just have to wear your best ones 
until these come back from the repair shop,” 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


It was ever so much easier cutting off the extra 
rubber with dad’s razor than with a kitchen knife. 


mother said. “But be very careful with them. 
It’s the only other pair you have, and we 
cannot afford any more just now.” 

Next morning Billy very proudly wore 
his best shoes to school. But the novelty 
soon wore off when he found that they 
robbed him of a lot of pleasure. He could 
not play football in them; neither could he 
climb walls or trees, for fear of scuffing 
them. 

When he returned from school that eve- 
ning he found that mother had been too 
busy to take the old shoes to be repaired. 
Next day he still wore his best shoes and, 
naturally, it was impossible to play any 
games. He hoped his school shoes would 
soon be repaired. 

Again when he returned from school he 
found his shoes still at home. He was very 
disappointed. Next day was a holiday, and it 
would not be much fun if he had to wear 
good shoes. 

On the morning of the holiday mother 
told Billy that she was going across town to 
visit his aunt and asked him whether he 
wanted to go. He said he would rather stay 
home and read. Soon mother and his sisters 
were gone, and he was alone in the house. 
Father was at work in the bakery. 


After a while Billy tired of reading and 
began to work a puzzle. Finishing that, he 
wandered from room to room looking for 
something else to occupy his time. Opening 
the bedroom closet, he saw his old shoes, 
still unrepaired. 

An idea struck him. “I'll fix the shoes my- 
self and save mother the repair bill. I saw a 
pair of rubber soles in dad’s repair kit.” 

It took him just a few minutes to find the 
rubber soles. Putting the shoes on the shoe- 


To page 16 
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Newark, New Jersey. 300 cans. 


When the Sirens Wailed 


The fire sirens wailed one November 
night last year in Mill City, Oregon. And 
when the flames had been put out, a family 
had lost everything they owned—house, 
food, clothing. 

But soon their needs were being taken 
care of, thanks, in part, to the fact that at 
Halloween the Pathfinders of the Mill City 
church had collected nearly 150 cans of 
food. 

A great many other families have been 
aided too, because Seventh-day Adventist 
juniors have been going out at Halloween 
to collect “treats for the needy.” 


Camino, California. 251 items. 
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The pictures on these pages show only 
a few of the thousands who went out last 
year. Many others helped who didn’t send a 
picture to the JUNIOR GUIDE. 

Twenty-six juniors in Madison, Wiscon- 
sin, got enough canned food for twenty-six 
food baskets. Reading, Pennsylvania, Path- 
finders collected 675 cans. Several clubs in 
southern California brought in thousands 
upon thousands of cans among them. 

This year more juniors than ever are go- 
ing to be collecting food so there will be 
enough for many more burned-out families, 
should the sirens wail again. 


Kalispell, Montana. 675 cans. 














Takoma Park, Maryland. 2,000 cans 
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Huntsville, Alabama. 260 cans 


Nedrow, New York. 200 cans 





Sioux City, lowa. 9 food baskets. 


Logansport, Indiana. 601 cans. 
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Mizpah, Gary, Indiana. 149 cans. 


Annapolis, Maryland. 200 cans. 
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Suddenly I was popular; 


my life became a giddy, glorious whirl. 


| WAS TOO BUSY! 


By KAY HEISTAND 


ATHY! Kathy Adams! Didn’t you hear 

your alarm?” 

I struggled upward through the thick 
mists of sleep. Oh, no, that couldn’t be 
mother calling! Not again! I looked at the 
alarm clock in horror. It had rung, but I 
hadn't heard it. 

“Coming, Mother,” I called as I jumped 
out of bed. I looked resentfully at the clock 
and cast a guilty glance at my Bible on the 
table beside the bed. I was late again—too 
late to read my daily scripture or have my 
“quiet time” to pray and meditate. I re- 
solved to take time out for both as soon as I 
got home from school that afternoon. 

I had to hurry to make school that morn- 
ing. There was no time for breakfast, and 
when I reached the corner the girls had 
gone on ahead of me. 

That disappointed me, but not for long. I 
remembered an incredulous feeling of de- 
light. For lately, and for the first time in my 
life, I was nearer to being “popular” than I 
had ever been before! 

Mother’s strict, old-fashioned ideas had 
finally lessened to the extent that I was al- 
lowed to fix my hair the way the other girls 
fixed theirs. To my great joy my hair curled 
when the braids were cut off. What an im- 
provement! I looked and felt like a differ- 
ent person. Soon I had made new friends. I 
joined more organizations at school and 
was asked to do more things. And I had 
three girl friends I was with all the time. 
Life had changed—lI was busy, I was in de- 
mand, and there was a gay, heady exhilara- 
tion to all my days and nights. 

There were a few minor flaws in the new 
scheme of things, but I tried not to think of 
them that morning as I hurried to school. It 
seemed as if there wasn’t any time for read- 
ing any more, so I sometimes read too late 
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at night after I went to bed. That was one 
reason I had been oversleeping mornings. 
Occasionally I felt snappy and harried, but it 
was all worth it, I decided. 

I had discovered that the telephone was 
the most marvelous method of communica- 
tion ever established for the use of girls! It 
rang continually for me, and I spent long 
hours in excited conversations with Made- 
line, Evelyn, and Grace, my three new pals. 

After school there was often a club meet- 
ing, and then we all went down to the drug- 
store for a soft drink. Sometimes when we 
walked home afterward several boys would 
drift along beside us, teasing and joking. I 
suspected one of them, Eddie Barnes, 
walked beside me more than he did anybody 
else! 

Oh, yes, this was an exciting new world. 
There was a joyous little bounce to my step, 
and my guilt at passing up my Bible read- 
ing in the morning was already forgotten. 

I had another reason for being excited to- 
day. During English class Miss Hutchinson, 
our teacher, was going to announce which 
junior student had been chosen as the re- 
porter on our school paper. I hoped I would 
be the one. I loved to write and had secretly 
submitted a few poems and articles to the 
school paper the year before. Miss Hutchin- 
son had complimented me on some of ‘@ 





themes, too, and that also made me hope 
would be selected. I was quite sure I coul 
write well enough. 

I could hardly keep my hands from trem- 
bling as I waited in class for Miss Hutchin- 
son’s announcement. I held my hands to- 
gether tightly and reminded myself I 
mustn’t gloat over the others when she 
called my name. 

She was speaking, “I’m happy to an- 
nounce that Gertrude Simmons will be the 








new junior reporter for our school paper.” 

My hands fell apart from each other 
limply, and I’m not at all sure that my 
mouth didn’t fall open in surprise as I 
stared at Gertrude. Gertrude was quiet and 
shy and a brilliant student, but—but 
She couldn’t write, at least I didn’t think so, 
and she didn’t know many of the kids. And 
in my heart I was saying, “It isn’t fair! It 
isn’'t—it isn’t! Why not me?” 

Miss Hutchinson dismissed the class and 
added, “Kathy Adams, may I see you, 
please?” 

Stunned, I got up and went to stand by 
her desk. “Yes, Miss Hutchinson,” I said 
dully. 

Miss Hutchinson’s eyes were sharp and 
clear behind her glasses. “Kathy, you ex- 
pected to be chosen reporter, didn’t you?” 

I felt the heat rush to my cheeks. I 
nodded, stubbornly refusing to answer. 

“You don’t know why you weren't, 
Kathy?” my teacher asked gently. 

I shook my head. I couldn’t trust myself 
to speak. 

Miss Hutchinson sighed. “Remember last 
week when Barbara Reynolds asked you 
whether you were busy?” 








I thought a moment. Did I remember the 
incident? Why, of course I did. Barbara was 
a grade ahead of me, and we were merely 
speaking acquaintances. She had come up 
and stopped me while 1 was hurrying to 
join Evelyn and the other girls. I remem- 
bered we had been giggling over a private 
joke and I was mildly annoyed at Barbara 
for stopping me. We considered her a 
frightful bore. 

Barbara asked, “Are you busy, Kathy?” and 
I whirled around on tiptoe in the hallway in 
my exuberance and gaily cried, “Busy! Of 
course I’m busy, Barbara! There aren’t 
enough hours in the day for all I want to 
do!” 

She gave me a strange look, so I asked 
quickly, “Is it important, Barbara, ‘cause I’m 
in a bit of a hurry 

She answered stiffly, “No, it’s not impor- 
tant at all, Kathy,” and turned and walked 
away. I shrugged my shoulders and laughed 
with Evelyn as we hurried to join the others. 
We were on our way to the drugstore. Oh, it 
was wonderful to be in demand, to have 
girls waiting for me! My years of loneliness 
and my solitary walks home from school 
were over at last! 

“Yes, I remember, Miss Hutchinson,” I 
said, coming back to the present. “Why?” 

“Barbara had a message for you from the 
editor of the paper. He wanted you to write 
a sample column for him, if you had time. 
You were so busy she asked Gertrude to 
write it—and the editor liked what she 
handed in. When he and I talked it over we 
decided you were too busy to take on the re- 
porter job.” 

“Oh, no-o-o . . .” I groaned. 
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| flung myself across the bed. All the joys of the morning had come crashing down around me. 
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Miss Hutchinson nodded. “You've been 
so very busy lately, Kathy, always in such 
a giddy whirl that your lessons have fallen 
off too. I'm sorry to see this happen, for 
you've always been a good student, and I've 
been so proud of you in the past.” She 
stood up as a signal that our talk was over. 

“I’m sorry, Miss Hutchinson,” was all I 
could say. 

“No, Kathy, I’m sorry,” Miss Hutchinson 
answered firmly. 

I turned and left the room, hoping I 
wouldn’t cry. Not only was I terribly disap- 
pointed at losing the appointment but I 
had bragged about expecting it, not only to 
the other girls but to my folks at home. 

I had no heart for going with the girls to 
the drugstore that night. I just wanted to 
get home to my bedroom and think about 
what had happened, and if possible, to try 
to figure out why it had happened. 

When I got home I went right to my 
room, avoiding mother’s keen eyes. As I 
threw myself on the bed my eyes fell on my 
neglected Bible. I felt uneasy and ashamed 
within myself. Lately at night when I had 
been kneeling to say my prayers, I would 
almost fall asleep before I finished them. A 
few nights I had even gotten into bed with- 
out kneeling, then hastily mumbled a rou- 
tine prayer. I knew very well the words had 
not come from my heart. 


A light knock sounded on my door. 
“Kathy? May I come in?” mother asked 
softly. 

“Of course, Mother.” I tried to sound 
cheerful. 

She came in and sat down beside me. 
“You're home early, dear. Is anything 
wrong?” She studied my flushed cheeks and 
my eyes evaded hers. 

It was no use! The tears started to come, 
and I blurted out the whole sad story. She 
said nothing for a minute, just sat there. 

“But, Mother, it’s not all my fault, is 
it?” I asked defensively. 

“Kathy, I don’t think ‘fault’ is the word 
to use,” mother said slowly. She leaned for- 
ward and picked up my Bible and opened 
it to the marker. “You’ve not been reading 
it in the mornings lately, have you?” she 
asked gently. 

I could only shake my head. 

Mother closed it and looked straight into 
my eyes. “Kathy, you’ve been very, very busy 
lately. You get up in a rush, eat in a hurry 
—dash around and sometimes snap and 


14 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


growl at your father and me when things 
don’t go right. You've lost your ‘quiet time’ 
in the morning that you used to have to 
meditate and pray for aid and guidance all 
day long. Things are getting pretty bad, 
aren't they?” 

The truth of her words broke over me. 
All she said was right. I had been different 
lately, vastly different. Suddenly I could see 
that what had been gay exhilaration was 
very close to frenzy. I'd been swept off my 
feet by a tide of false values that were 
bringing me nothing but unhappiness 
now, and might even mean greater sorrows 
for me later on. 

As all these things went through my 
mind I asked meekly, “Mother, what can I 
do?” 

Mother put her arm about my shoulders. 
“My dear, what do you think you should do? 
Tell me.” Her tone was full of confidence. 

I thought it all out as I spoke slowly. 
“I guess I'd better slow down, Mother. Go 
to bed earlier, get up earlier, not spend so 
much time on the telephone ” I glanced 
at her, and she nodded at me. I went on. 
“I expect I've joined too many things at 
school. But the girls ” T paused. I didn’t 
want to give up my friendships. Would I 
have to? 

Mother smiled. “Don’t go to the other 
extreme, Kathy. You don’t have to give up 
the girls completely. But how about not 
having them over on school nights, and how 
about getting back to studying and reading 
as you used to? You can drop out of some 
of your activities, but the main thing is, now 
that you realize for yourself what the diffi- 
culties are, you are smart enough to solve 
your problem.” 

I agreed with her. Things were so much 
clearer suddenly. I hugged her tight. 


“Kathy, your prayers should not be only 
a duty to you. If you read your Bible and 
pray daily, God will help you. Always re- 
member, God is our heavenly Father and is 
always interested in us and our needs. Your 
prayers should be the conversation of a 
loving, trusting child with your Father. But 
don’t put Him last. Don’t be so busy that 
you never have time for God—because if 
you do this, the day could come when He 
might not have time for you.” She put the 
Bible in my hands. 

“ll remember always, Mother. I'll make 
time for the important things in my life,” 
I promised—and I did. 
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They Failed Through Inattention 


By BERT RHOADS 


A YOUNG man graduating from a busi- 
ness college was given the job of book- 
keeper in a large store. Before he had been 
working there a month a customer came 
in “mad as a hornet.” He had received a bill 
saying he owed the company $400. 

Angrily he demanded, “Show me _ the 
record of the charges to my account.” 

Of course the matter was investigated. 
The customer had bought a pair of boots 
and the account read, “Boots, $4.00.” 

The new bookkeeper hadn't learned what 
any seventh- or eighth-grader should know, 
that $400 and $4.00 don’t mean the same 
amount, that a wee little dot between the 
4 and the two ciphers is important. Some- 
where, that bookkeeper had not paid at- 
tention to his junior arithmetic work. 

A teacher applying for a position began 
her letter, “Deer Sir.” Another teacher apply- 
ing for a school addressed the school director, 
“Dear Peater Murrey.” They both lost, thanks 
to inattention in spelling classes somewhere. 

Pages are young men who make them- 





The teacher didn't have a chance to get the job he 
wanted. He didn’t spell the director's name right! 


selves useful in the halls of Congress in 
Washington, D.C. A man from California 
asked one of these pages, “Could you help 
me get in touch with Congressman Hiram 
Johnson?” The page answered him roughly. 
It wasn’t his business to look up people 
for strangers, he said. 

Another page stepped up to the stranger 
from California and asked, “Do you want to 
see Senator Johnson?” 

“Yes,” said the stranger, “I’m very anxious 
to see him.” 

The page said with kindly courtesy, “If 
you will wait here for a few moments I 
think I can bring him to you.” 

The page returned shortly with Mr. John- 
son, saw him greet the Californian, and then 
slipped away. The next morning there was 
a note for this page from the stranger. He 
wanted to see him. 

He said, “I need a young man like you 
to work for me here in the halls of Congress. 
There may be weeks and months when I 
will have little or nothing for you to do. But 
from time to time I shall summon you to 
meet someone for me or to find out things I 
want to know. You will need better clothes. 
Your wages will be double what you are 
getting now.” And later, as this young man 
walked among the pages with apparently 
nothing to do, some of them said, “John al- 
ways was a lucky guy.” Was he? 

A manager of a business house put up a 
sign outside his door, “Boy wanted.” The 
sign also gave the time when the boys 
should come to apply for the job. When the 
door was opened a mob of boys pushed and 
crowded in to get to the manager's desk first. 

But one little fellow, clean, bright, and 
goodly to see, didn’t crowd or try to be first. 
When he came into the office he picked off 
the floor a book the manager had purposely 
placed there. The manager was watching to 
see who would pick up that book. All the 
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others had stepped over it. He was the one 
who was hired. 

Many times when I have visited schools I 
have been asked to conduct classes. It is lots 
of fun. Once I sent a large arithmetic class 
of seventh- and eighth-graders to the black- 
boards and gave them this problem, 7147. 
The whole class got 12 for the answer. 
Then I told them not to erase the problem 
and I would give them another to put be- 
side it. 

The second problem was 84-7 and all the 
students got 12 again for the answer. What 
was the trouble? They had not been atten- 
tive when their teacher had tried to teach 
them how to solve this type of problem. 
They failed now because of inattention 
back there. 

Someone has well said that a boy becomes 
useful in the world’s work when he becomes 
dependable. And he becomes dependable 
today by reason of his attention to the little 
duties and courtesies of his yesterdays. 





Shoes Repaired! 
From page 9 


repair last, he glued the rubber soles to 
them and then, to make sure they would 
stay on, he drove some nails through the 
rubber soles, nailing them to the leather 
soles beneath. It did not matter to him that 
the nails were a little long. He just bent 
them over and clinched them. 

When the job was finished, Billy looked 
proudly at his handiwork. “It’s a good job,” 
he said to himself, “if I do say so, and 
mother will be happy when she sees it.” 

He inspected the shoes carefully and no- 
ticed that the rubber soles stuck out a long 
way beyond the leather soles. Actually, they 
were for much larger shoes. 

“I guess I can soon fix that,” thought the 
boy. Taking his pocket knife he began to 
cut at the rubber. But the knife was very 
dull and would not cut well. 

He wondered what to do. He couldn’t 
find a sharp knife in the table drawer. His 
eyes wandered over the shelf in the pantry, 
and there he saw the case where his father 
kept his straight-edge razor. 

“Ah! The very thing!” exclaimed Billy. 
And in a moment he had the razor in his 
hand. “This should be sharp enough.” 

It was. In fact, it was too sharp, and it 
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sliced through the rubber so fast it cut into 
the leather, as well. And more than once 
the edge of the razor struck against a nail! 

When the job was finished, the rubber 
soles were more nearly the size of the 
shoes, but they were not cut very evenly. 

The razor was in bad shape. There were 
several chips and nicks along the edge. As 
Billy looked at it he realized that using it 
had not been such a good idea after all. And 
he knew that father would not be happy. 

He put the razor back in the box and set it 
on the shelf. The shoes he put in the closet. 

That evening father had an appointment. 
After supper he started to shave. He put 
plenty of soap on his whiskers to soften 
them, then he reached for the razor case. 
Billy watched with a sinking heart. 

Father took the razor out of the case and 
opened it. He reached for the razor strop— 
then he saw the blade. He stared in amaze- 
ment. 

“Mother,” he said, “what happened to my 
razor? Look at it!” 

Mother looked, then both mother and 
dad looked at Billy. “Do you know anything 
about this, young man?” father demanded. 

Slowly, and with downcast head, Billy 
told what he had done. 

Father reached again for the razor strop, 
but this time not to sharpen the razor! 


Candle for California 
From page 8 


Then some of the group moved to other 
parts of the State, and the meetings stopped. 

In 1865 Kellogg was impressed that 
something should be done to revive the 
work. He called all the believers who were 
still in San Francisco to meet in his home. 

“This is a wonderful State,” he told them, 
“and I believe it is God’s plan for the truth 
to spread and grow tremendously in Cali- 
fornia.” 

“But how can we do it? We aren’t preach- 
ers,” the believers objected. 

“Why not ask the General Conference 
to send us some workers? Elder White is 
the president.” 

“From recent reports in the Review and 
Herald, | think they are very short of money. 
Perhaps if we sent them some to help pay 
the expenses of a minister, they might be 
more willing to send one to us.” 























“A good suggestion,” one brother re- 
sponded. “I'll give twenty dollars.” 

“I will give twenty also.” 

“Tl give ten.” 

So the donations rolled in until the group 
had $130 to send to Battle Creek to help 
pay the expenses of a minister coming to 
California. 

Much to their disappointment, they re- 
ceived a reply telling them that Elder 
White was very ill, that others of the lead- 
ers were sick also, and that there was no 
one who could be sent. The matter would 
receive the attention of the officers as soon 
as possible. 

But Kellogg decided that he couldn’t 
wait. “I’m going myself,” he declared to 
the believers. “I shall not return until Cal- 
ifornia has some workers.” 

So he sold his home, and with his family 
made his way back to the “States.” The rail- 
way lines were steadily reaching across the 
continent, but there was still a gap of five 
hundred miles that the family made by stage- 
coach. 


All winter long, Kellogg busied him- 
self around Battle Creek, doing one job 
after another. There was plenty of work in 
the fast-growing publishing house and 
health resort. Every opportunity he had, he 
talked about California. The leaders were 
sympathetic, but they made no promises. 

The sixth session of the General Con- 
ference opened on May 28, 1868. There 
were only fifteen delegates, but many visi- 
tors crowded into the small meeting house. 
Elder James White, the president, had 
promised Brother Kellogg that he could 
speak on the needs of California. 

When the time came, Kellogg made an 
earnest plea for workers. He told of how 
generous the people were. “There are hun- 
dreds of thousands of people there,” he 
urged, “and they must hear the message.” 
The delegates were stirred. “Amen! Amen!” 
was heard on all sides. 

“Brethren, I believe that we must do 
something to answer this call.” Elder White 
was speaking. “Who is to go, I do not 
know. But if God wants this message to go 
to California, and I am sure He does, then 
He will lay the burden on someone. Is 
there not a worker here who has come to 
this meeting feeling that God has called 
him to go out into the regions beyond?” 
His sharp eyes looked over the faces of the 
assembled delegates. 


J. N. Loughborough rose to his feet. In 
a few words he told of how in dreams, he 
had been making a journey to a far-distant 
land, and he felt sure that that land was 
California. 


“Very good,” responded Elder White, a 
look of happiness coming into his face. 
“But when the Lord sent out His disciples, 
He sent them two and two. Is there no 
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Directions for Collecting 
"Treats for the Needy” 


(Take this to your Pathfinder director or 
Sabbath school leader.) 

1. Announce plans in church. Tell news- 
paper and radio what you are going to do. 

2. Children meet at six o’clock on Sun- 
day night, October 30, rain or shine. (Peo- 
ple are more generous on rainy nights.) 

3. Divide into carloads, assign territory, 
discuss “what to say,” provide each child 
with shopping bag and tracts, pray, leave. 
(Get special Halloween tract from MV de- 
partment at conference office. Order at 
once. ) 

4. Return about eight-thirty. 

5. While someone stacks and counts cans, 
children play games—apples on string, bob- 
bing apples, balloon-on-ankle tag, etc. 

6. Serve apple juice. 

7. Pose children around cans, take pic- 
tures. (Snapshots are all right. Take two at 
least. ) 

8. Get pictures processed immediately. 

9. Take one picture to newspaper at once 
and send the other to JUNIOR GUIDE. 

10. Either turn cans over to Dorcas So- 
ciety or, working closely with Dorcas, have 
children make up food baskets right before 
Thanksgiving, give out the baskets on Wed- 
nesday afternoon. (Giving out the baskets 
is top material for another picture for news- 
paper and JUNIOR GUIDE.) 
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other one whose mind has been led to that 
field?” 

D. T. Bourdeau rose and said that he felt 
he was the man. So strong had been the 
impression that he would be going to a 
distant field, that he and his wife had sold 
their property before coming to the meet- 
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ing, and had brought all their belongings 
with them. 

“God is moving before us,” said the dele- 
gates, and it was voted that Elders Lough- 
borough and Bourdeau should go to Cali- 
fornia. 

“These men must take a tent with them,” 
Elder White said, “in which to begin their 
work. It is going to cost a thousand dollars 
to get them and their families to California. 
Let us open a subscription list in the pages 
of the Review and Herald; but first, let’s 
see what can be done here. I will give 
twenty-five dollars.” 

Other donations came in. Elder Lough- 
borough was eager to get started for his 
field of work. In expectation that other 
donations would be received, the money 
was borrowed, the tent bought, and Lough- 
borough and Bourdeau packed their few 
belongings, ready to start for California. 
(To be continued) 


No More Passengers on the Menu 
From page 5 


Kami was the first to break the uncanny 
silence that followed. “The bird has died,” 
he stuttered. “We heard its death cries.” 

The others nodded, and Lupu said, “With- 
out doubt it will fly no more.” 

Then Nupu, the brave, was struck with 
a sudden idea. “It died on yonder moun- 
tain,” he cried. “Let us go and view its body 
and prove the truth of these tales we have 
been told.” 

The idea spread like fire in the dry grass, 
and the village throbbed with excitement as 
the warriors set out. Born and bred in the 
jungle-covered mountains, they found it no 
effort to traverse the rugged country and 
make their way to the place where the 
plane had crashed. By midafternoon they 
had reached the spot where trees were up- 
rooted and pieces of wreckage lay scattered 
around. Cautiously they made their way 
across the devastated patch on the moun- 
tainside. Never relaxing for a moment, 
their bows clutched tightly in their hands 
and their arrows at the ready, like silent 
black shadows they slipped from cover to 
cover. 

“Water,” came a despairing cry from 
somewhere among the wreckage. The 
tribesmen stiffened at the sound. They did 
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not understand the meaning of the word, 
but the meaning of the sound was clear. 
Someone or some THING was alive among 
the remains of the giant bird. A step at a 
time they advanced guided by the desperate 
pleas of the dying man. One of the Euro- 
peans had survived the crash and lay criti- 
cally wounded. Soon Lupu indicated with an 
almost imperceptible nod that he had lo- 
cated the origin of the sound. The others 
followed his gaze. In the deep shadow of a 
torn-off wing lay SOMETHING. For a long 
time they stood motionless, staring. IT had 
eyes, ears, and fingers like themselves. But 
the color was different. They had never seen 
anything so pale in their lives. 

“It is a spirit in human form,” grunted 
Lupu. 

“Eeh, it’s color is the color of bones 
bleached in the sunlight,’ agreed Goro. 
“Truly it is a being not of this world.” 

“Cowards,” sneered Nupu, “the creature 
is mot armed. Dare you not approach 
nearer?” So saying, he began to stalk the 
man lying so still in the shadows. Stung by 
his taunts the others followed and stood in a 
silent group about the now unconscious 
white man. 


Suddenly, unexpectedly, he opened his 
eyes and looked up at them. “Water,” he 
moaned, “give me a drink of water.” For a 
split second the natives stood rooted to the 
spot, then with exclamations of terror and 
surprise they fled, falling over themselves in 
their haste to get away. Even Nupu invol- 
untarily retreated a few paces, then ashamed 
of his cowardice, he quickly turned and, 
raising his bow, sent an arrow quivering 
into the white man’s heart. Inspired by his 
bravery, the others acted, and a veritable 
shower of arrows rained through the air and 
struck the helpless man. With a final groan 
of agony he died. 

Then the savages threw caution to the 
winds. With wild yells and shouts of victory 
they threw themselves on the body. Each 
man reclaimed his arrows, and the mutilated 
body was trussed and tied to a long pole 
to make the journey back to the village. 
Leaping and running, jostling their burden 
and shouting songs of victory, the men has- 
tened over the mountain and through the 
jungle. When they came near the village the 
women ran up the path to meet them. 

“Tend the fires,” shouted Goro. “Nupu, 
the brave, has provided us a feast.” 

The villagers seethed with excitement as 
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the body was lowered to the ground and 
minutely examined. Everyone wanted to 
feel the white skin and touch the short 
brown hair. Nupu stood proudly by the 
corpse like a hunter exhibiting some prize 
kill. “See the eyes,” he said, pushing back 
the lids with his fingers. “They are the same 
color as the sky itself. It is a spirit man 
from another world.” 

When everyone had seen, felt, and ex- 
claimed over the strange creature, the body 
was cooked and eaten. Strong drink was 
produced, and the villagers feasted and 
danced and sang in a mad, drunken orgy 
throughout the night. 


Fifteen short years have passed since the 
great bird crashed on the wild mountains of 
New Guinea. Only fifteen years since men ate 
their defeated enemies, hoping to put into 
their own bodies'some of the strength and 
valor of the dead. 

If you could visit the same village today 
you would find one hundred and fifty mem- 
bers of the Seventh-day Adventist Church 
—not gazing skyward in dread of unknown 
terrors; not walking in hourly fear of am- 
bush or attack from unfriendly neighbors. 
You would find these men and women re- 
joicing in the Lord and sharing their faith 
to such good advantage that recently seven 
hundred natives from the surrounding dis- 
trict crowded into the mission station in 
search of the truth from God’s Word. 


Seldom Twice 
From page 3 


the pool. “That water certainly looks cool 
and refreshing,” said Dan. 

“Doesn't it, though!” cried Winston, 
waving to the gardener and his son, Alex- 
ander, who were trimming the hedge along 
the driveway. “Let’s hurry and have our 
swim.” 

Just as Miss Betsy had suspected, the 
boys forgot to wait until they had cooled off 
after their hot ride. They got into their suits 
and dived into the sparkling pool. 

“Beat you to the other side!” Dan called 
gaily, striking out with swift strokes. 
Winston was the better swimmer, but oc- 
casionally Dan could beat him. 

Today he seemed to be doing so. He was 
almost across the pool when he looked back. 





Examples From Youth 


October 
23. 2 Kings 5:3 A little maid 
24. John 6:9 Boy who gave all 


25. 1 Sam. 17:45 David 
26. Gen. 22:7 Isaac 


27. Gen. 37:13 Joseph 
28. Dan. 1:8 Daniel 
29. Dan. 3:16 Three Hebrew boys 








His elation immediately changed to terror, 
for he saw Winston sinking slowly through 
the clear water to the bottom. 

His cry brought Winston's parents and 
their guests from the veranda and the gar- 
dener and his son from the driveway. 

Horror seized Winston’s father and his 
friends, but the gardener’s son sped swiftly 
past them and dived into the pool. In a few 
seconds the boy appeared on the surface of 
the water with Winston’s limp body locked 
firmly under one arm. 

After Winston’s father and the others had 
helped lift the unconscious boy from the 
pool, Alexander began to administer artifi- 
cial respiration. In a short time Winston 
was sitting up, though still weak and 
shaky. 

Lord Churchill, Winston's father, put his 
hand on Alexander's shoulder. “You've 
saved my son’s life,” he said. “You shall be 
rewarded with anything you wish.” 

For a moment Alexander was so sur- 
prised he did not speak. Then, looking at 
Winston, he said quietly, “I should like very 
much, sir, to study to become a doctor. I 
want always to try to help people who are 
sick or hurt.” 

Winston, listening, reached out and took 
his father’s hand. “We'll help him become a 
doctor, won’t we?” he asked. 

Lord Churchill smiled. “We certainly 
will.” 

The years sped by, and Winston Churchill 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the fourth quarter: “Christ-Centered Doctrines" 


V—The Ten Commandments 


(October 29) 


Memory VERSE: “Open thou mine eyes, that I 
may behold wondrous things out of thy law” 
(Psalm 119:18). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read what David said about God’s wonderful 
law in Psalm 19:7-11, and what Christ taught 
about the sacredness of the law in Matthew 5: 
17-20. Learn the memory verse, and review it 
each day. 

SUNDAY 


God’s Wonderful Law 


Open your Bible to Psalm 119. 


God’s law—the Ten Commandments as given 
in the twentieth chapter of Exodus—is a won- 
derful law. While nations and organizations 
have hundreds of laws, and are making, amend- 
ing, and repealing them continually, God’s law 
is the same forever. “Ten precepts, brief, com- 
prehensive, and authoritative, cover the duty 
of man to God and to his fellow man; and all 
based upon the great fundamental principle of 
love.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 305. 

If we look at the rules of a club, we get an 
idea of what sort of club it is, and a nation’s 
laws reflect the kind of nation that made them. 
So God’s law shows His character. Each one of 
the commandments tells us something about our 
wonderful God and His care for us and for our 
happiness. 

There is nothing unfair about the law of God, 
as there sometimes is about man-made laws. Paul 
says that “the law is holy, and the command- 
ment holy, and just, and good’”’ (Rom. 7-12). 

As our heavenly Father is perfect, so is the 
law which He made. “‘The law of the Lord is 
perfect, converting the soul,” David wrote 


(Ps. 19:7). 
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Those who disobey God’s law are restless and 
unhappy, but keeping the law of God brings 
peace and happiness into the heart. See what 
verse 165 says. 


For further reading: Thoughts From _ the 
Mount of Blessing, p. 50 (1943 ed., p. 80). 


THINK how wonderful it is that just ten com- 
mandments can govern God’s whole universe. 


Pray to have the peace that comes from living 
a life of obedience to God’s law. 


MONDAY 


The Law Teaches Us How to Show Reverence 
to God 


Open your Bible to Exodus 20. 


The law is divided into two parts. Perhaps you 
have seen an artist’s picture of Moses with the 
two tables containing the Ten Commandments. 
You will have noticed that one of these tables 
contains the first four commandments, the other 
the last six. 

The first four commandments tell us how we 
should relate ourselves to God. Read or recite 
the first commandment as given in verse 3. It is 
only right that we should reverence God, since 
He created us and provides for us. Nothing 
should be placed higher in our affections than 
the One who made us. 

Read or recite the second commandment, 
verses 4 to 6. This commandment tells us how 
to worship God. It forbids us to worship God 
with the help of images or any likenesses. 

Read or repeat the third commandment, verse 
7. This commandment warns us not only against 
being careless in the use of God’s name, but also 
against professing to serve Him and not living 
up to the things God teaches us. 

Read the last of the four commandments that 
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teach us to give reverence to God, verses 8 to 11. 
By honoring the day God has asked us to set 
aside for Him, we show our reverence for Him 
and our willingness to give Him due reverence. 
For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
pp. 305-307. 

TH1nk! Are you showing reverence for God 
in your actions and your words and in your life 
aims? 

Pray to guard the name, the worship, and the 
day of worship carefully. 


TUESDAY 
The Law Teaches Us How to Treat One Another 


Open your Bible to Exodus 20. 


The second part of God’s wonderful law tells 
us how we should treat one another. Read the 
fifth commandment, the first of these, in verse 
12. 

“The fifth commandment requires children 
not only to yield respect, submission, and obedi- 
ence to their parents, but also to give them love 
and tenderness, to lighten their cares, to guard 
their reputation, and to succor and comfort them 
in old age. It also enjoins respect for ministers 
and rulers, and for all others to whom God has 
delegated authority.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 308. 

The next four commandments warn us of sins 
we must not commit against others—the sins of 
murder, impurity, stealing, and lying in any 
form. Read these four commandments, in verses 
13 to 16. 

“The tenth commandment strikes at the very 
root of all sins, prohibiting the selfish desire, 
from which springs the sinful act.”—Patriarchs 
and Prophets, p. 309. 

Read this commandment, in verse 17. 

What a wonderful law! It covers everything, 


and shows that unholy and selfish feelings lie at 
the root of every sin. It teaches us that if our 
hearts are right toward God and toward others, 
then our whole lives will be right also. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
pp. 308, 309. 

Tuink! Are you asking Jesus to come into your 
heart, to make it easy for you to keep His law? 

Pray for a better understanding of God’s great 
law. 

WEDNESDAY 


Jesus Kept and Taught God’s Law 
Open your Bible to Matthew 5. 


Jesus kept the commandments Himself, and 
He taught and explained them to others. “If ye 
keep my commandments, ye shall abide in my 
love; even as I have kept my Father’s command- 
ments, and abide in his love,” He said (John 
15:10). 

He taught that it is the spirit in which we obey 
the commandments that is important. Some peo- 
ple think they are keeping the commandments, 
but they do not have a spirit of love and rever- 
ence. The rich young ruler was one of these. 
When he asked Jesus what he should do to 
inherit eternal life, Jesus told him that he must 
keep the commandments if he hoped for eternal 
life. Then when the ruler asked Jesus which com- 
mandments, Jesus repeated the ones that have to 
do with our relationships to others. 

“All these things have I kept from my youth 
up,” the young man said (Matt. 19:20). 

But when Jesus said, “Go and sell that thou 
hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have 
treasure in heaven: and come and follow me” 
(Matt. 19:21), the young man turned away. Out- 
wardly he was keeping the commandments, but 
he did not love his fellow men, else he would 
gladly have used the wealth that had been en- 
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trusted to him to relieve the wants of the needy 
instead of using it for himself. 

The Pharisees accused Jesus of trying to ig- 
nore the law, but He was teaching how to keep 
the law according to the spirit of it and not just 
according to the letter. Read what Jesus said He 
had come to do, in verses 17 to 20. 

For further reading: Thoughts From the 
Mount of Blessing, p. 47, last par.; p. 48, first 
par. (1943 ed., p. 77 and top of p. 78). 

THINK! Do you obey God’s law because you 
love Him and want to help others? 


Pray to make His law supreme in your heart. 


THURSDAY 
Making His Law First in Our Lives 


Open your Bible to Ecclesiastes 12. 

To keep God’s law perfectly, out of reverence 
to Him and love to others, is the aim of every 
true Christian. Jesus taught this when He said, 
“Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy 
heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy 
mind. This is the first and great commandment. 
And the second is like unto it, Thou shalt love 
thy neighbour as thyself’ (Matt. 22:37-39). 

An Old Testament writer summarized our life’s 
aims in a few simple words. Read them in 
verse 13. 

God’s commandments are not hard to keep, 
unless we let irreverence and hatred come into 
our hearts. As we open our hearts to God, as 
Jesus did, and live to bless others, then the com- 
mandments will be natural and easy to keep. 

David loved the law of God. He was continually 
finding new things to think about in it, and con- 
tinually looking for more. This week’s memory 
verse is one of his prayers. 

He was not blind, that he asked God to open 
his eves. His prayer was for a better under- 
standing and view of the beauties of God’s law. 

It is a terrible thing to be without sight, but 
it is worse to have our eyes blind to the things 
of God. Blind Helen Keller, just before her six- 
tieth birthday, was heard to say that the people 
she had the most pity for were the real unseeing 
—those who had eyes but could not see beauty 
and could not gain an understanding. 

For further reading: Steps to Christ, 
(1908 ed., p. 66). 


THINK! Are you using your spiritual eyesight 
to see God’s goodness. 

Pray David’s prayer to have your eyes opened 
to the wonders of God’s law. 


FRIDAY 


FILL IN THE MISSING worRps in these verses in 
this week’s lesson: 

1. “The law of the Lord is . 
tie:........3...7% (Pe. Fez). 

y eS reat .... have they which love thy 
law” (Ps. 119: 165). 

3. “Thou shalt have no other 
me” (Ex. 20:3). 


p. 61 


, converting 


. before 


4. “Honour thy and thy ” (Ex. 
20:12). 

5. “Think not that I am come to ............ the 
law, or the prophets: I am not come to ............, 
but to ” (Matt. 5:17). 

6. “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all 
thy , and with all thy , and with all 
thy .. * (Matt. 22:37). 

7. “Thou shalt love thy as. thyself’ 


(Matt. 22:39). 
8. “Fear God, and keep his . 
the whole .... of man” (Eccl. 
Review the memory verse. 


...! for this is 
12:13). 





Seldom Twice 
From page 19 


often thought of how his life had been 
saved. 

Then came the day when Winston 
Churchill, the prime minister of the British 
Empire, was very ill with pneumonia, thou- 
sands of miles from home attending the 
Yalta Conference. It was a serious moment, 
for the world leaders needed the advice of 
this able and courageous man as they laid 
plans to save the Western Allies from the 
rapidly advancing enemy. 

They must get a doctor, and quickly. 
Someone suggested they wire one of the 
greatest specialists in all England, Doctor 
Alexander Fleming, the man who discov- 
ered penicillin. 

It had been many years since Winston 
Churchill had seen the gardener’s son who 
had saved his life as a boy, but when he be- 
gan to recover, he recognized him instantly. 
Grasping Dr. Fleming's hand, he smiled up 
at him. “Seldom is it that a man owes his 
life to one man twice,” he said. 

Juniors, how much are you willing to do 
for others from day to day? Will someone 
be able to thank you in the future for the 
kindness you have bestowed upon him? 
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1. The bobcat’s method of hunting ground squirrels 
is to sneak up on them when they are feeding too 
far from their dens. He takes advantage of every bit 
of available cover of rock and bush. 2. To the rodents 
their den is their castle, and they do not venture too 


far without being cautious, but the cat is very quiet 
and does not move when the ground squirrel looks 
around. Most animals cannot distinguish objects un- 
less they move. 3. Then, when the bobcat is close 
enough, it makes a flying leap and catches the rodent. 
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4. As Flickertail’s family—what was left of it—grew 
up, the wheat in the nearby field also grew green and 
lush and began to head out. It was a lovely sight to 
the farmer. 5. The ground squirrels were also thrilled 
and moved into the field. They dug their dens and 


cleared the ground around them. 6. When the farmer 
saw what they were doing he was very much dis- 
pleased and knew he would have to do something. 
His wheat crop was his livelihood, and he could not 
afford to have it destroyed or its yield reduced at all. 
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7. Some communities have tried to reduce the ground 
squirrel population by offering a bounty, but all that 
this has usually accomplished is to deplete the 
county treasury and provide farm boys with pocket 
money. 8. In Flickertail’s case the farmer with his 
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boys loaded a barrel of water on a stone boat and 
tried flooding out the gophers and clubbing them 
when they emerged dripping wet. They got a num- 
ber of ground squirrels, but missed many holes and 
ran out of water before they reached Flickertail’s den. 





